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After a few more rounds of the stuff, which I avoided by contortions
of tact and bluff, some fell asleep, and others sang, and Theo became
his dead mule and we rode him off through the cactus back into the
village. The games in the churchyard were ending, but the girls
were still circling round in the soft-soled dust, murmuring sleepily
together. In this half-light they glowed even more brilliantly than
in the sun, for then they were dusty, but now they were radiant, as
though they had spent the day soaking up colours to give back in the
twilight like a bracelet of fireflies.

At the coming of darkness Polis, our guide, hung a white sheet in
the square and prepared for a film show. There were to be two films:
one of Ralph's to introduce him to the village, and another of Indian
peasants. Bell, the Information Officer, had also come to lecture
on the films. The portable projector was set up on a-wall and every-
body gathered from their games and stalls, from their houses and cafe
tables, and the square swarmed. On chairs, on the ground, they
talked and waited, and the trees overhead shook with excited children.

Polis lit his lamps and projected a square of yellow light on to the
sheet and all eyes came to it in the darkness3 and the talk died. A
slow mounting silence grew over the village, a silence of far-ofl dogs,
wailing infants, and the distant boom of a cafe wireless. Polis rustled
with a tin of film, and the silence grew taut, unbearable. All senses
were focused upon that sheet of light, that pale blank window7, waiting
for its revelation. My gaze travelled over the hushed square, I
leaned against a tree and smoked and waited with them all. At that
moment we were all united, it was a pause in all our lives. It was
also the first pause I had had since I came to the island. I stood
and listened to myself breathing, and I thought: 'You are in Cyprus,
in the heart of a village. The dust under your feet is old in a foreign
sea. This is an island whose hills have no memories for you. You
are on a curve of the earth far from your home, and even the stars
are different. Life here is home-made, pleasure is sharp and crude;
there is not a piece of modern metal in the whole village. Why do
you think it a good place to be? The young men of this village
hate its very ground, and even you want to go home. But what
use is it any of us wanting to go'home? War and the world have
made us homeless.' So we waited, and the blank screen shook
its pale light on our faces, and the suspense grew terrible.

Suddenly a man came shouting down the street, running and
following his voice quickly. The words of his cry, unintelligible to
me, came back from each throat like a thousand echoes from a
thousand caves.

Polis turned to me, majestic with the moment.

'The war is over!' he cried.